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N. N Medication wrapp'd! abſorb'd in Thought! 
| 1 By what new Inſpiration art thou caught, = 
Juſt on the Verge of Life canſt thou prolong | 
With thy departing Breath the tuneful Song ? 
Henceforth in F ables we ſhall Wiſdom ſee, 5 
And think the dying Swan a Type of thee. 


p. Who talks of Muſick, Harmony and Verſe, 
To the poor Caitiff crawling to his Hearſe? 
T think no more of coupling chiming Sounds, 
Or ſettling Wit or Wiſdom's proper Bounds; 10 
To Duſt declining ſtill my Paſſions ſway, pen 


And Nature ſinking, I to Rage give Way ? 2D 
" : Would | 


6 
Would, had J Force, that loathſome Vice expoſe, 


Whence publick Loſs and private Ruin flows; 
That Vice which Cottages and Courts invades, 15 


And every Miſchief every where perſuades; 
That Vice which blaſts our Fame by Land and Sea, 
And tears, before his 'Time, thy Friend from thee. 


N. Mercy, ſweet Heaven! how tunefully he raves, 
Still Sound and Senſe are his obedient Slaves: 20 
What tho his Spirits croud the ſwelling Brain 
Till Frenzy follows, ſad Effect of Pain? 

Vet Words betray not his diſorderd Part, 
He thinks with Dignity, and ſpeaks with Art. 
O nobleſt Poet, Britain's worthieſt Boaſt! 25 


P. Hear me deſcribe that Vice by which I'm loſt 


Art s quite extinguiſh d, Words no more I chuſe, 


Tis Nature dietates now, and not che Muſe. 


I. still the fame Flow of Energy and Eaſe, 
The Soul's great Maſter form'd all Taſte to pleaſe; 10 
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To charm the gay, delight the judging Mind, 


Soften the bold, and make the rugged kind. 
Exploding Error from the human Heart, 
And height'ning Nature by the Helps of Art. 


Theſe P. were thine 


P. Alas! my partial Friend, 35 
You fancy all the Beauties you commend. 
Urg'd by ſome Paſſion all Men act or write, 
And Paſſion ſhews thoſe Actions dark or bright; 
Yet from ourſelves conceal'd, we think we do 
What Reaſon bids, and judge from Reaſon too. 40 
If ſo, whence ſpring ſuch various Rights to Fame? 
Why all from ſome, from all none Praiſes claim. 


Our kindred View all Complaiſance creates 


JA Saint to one, for what another hates, 


While Schemes diſcordant angry Thoughts excite, 45 


And thus at once, we all are wrong and right. 


30 
To 


A Slave 


161 


A Slave to Fame, ſtill proud to pleaſe the wiſe, 


To grace their Fav rites, laſh whom they deſpiſe, 
The Muſe I court, and ſhe her Gifts diſplays, 
While thoſe for whom I write conſent to praiſe. 50 


But them TI hurt, and oh! what Numbers theſe ! | 
| No Senſe can charm, no Harmony can pleaſe. 
Each Stroke they feel twiſt, madden, rave, and roar, 


And ſwell, and curſe, and hate me more and more. 
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But mark what Fate on every Vice depends, [> ow 
Who Diſcord thus excited, Diſcord ends. F 
N 


11 B-====== and 7-===---= always diſagree, 

N Wild are their Quarrels, but they're Death to me: T 
And I, whoſe Writings rul'd the reſtleſs Age, T 
Die by a Brace of Quacks' conceited Rage. 60 | Ar 


1 This prates of Colleges, and Books, and Schools, I Tt 

; 'That damns all Reading, Method, Arts and Rules, 
Till his hot Brain inflames his red'ning Eye, / 
| While St. -n weeps, and while juſt fainting I. WI 
How 
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How weak the Wiſdom of the Human Soul, 63 
How ſtrong each Paſſion Wiſdom ſhould controul ! 
How vain my Hopes from theſe diſtracted Men! 

Can Thoughts thus heated guide the healing Pen? 

Can ſtormy Souls, true Genius e er confeſs, 

Or Man confide in ſuch, or Phæbus bleſs, 70 
An empty Brain, Pride's earthy Vapour ſwells, 
Diſcretion keeps the Door where Science dwells. 

From Vanity, my darling Folly, freed, 

To Br -m I had truſted ſtill, or A, 

From them leſs Incenſe, but more Health enjoy'd, 73 
Nor er had been with learned Lectures cloy'd. 

Thus at the Gallows Criminals declare 

The Vice they think at leaſt has brought them there, 


And fairly own, as from my Heart I do, 


That their juſt Fate from their own Follies grew, 80 


W. O gen'rous Spirit! worthy endleſs Fame! 
Whom Sickneſs, Wrongs,nor Death's Approach can tame. 
| Like 
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Like Epictetus calm in ev'ry State, 
From Virtue, Reaſon, Wit and Wiſdom great, 


Above the Woes that moſt of Mankind feel, 85 
Of Clay thy Body, but thy Heart of Steel. 

O ſay what Maxims guard thy Peace of Mind, 

If piercing Parts, if Judgment ſo refin'd, 

Have taught thee thro' this gloomy Scene to ray, 
Safe in the Road that leads to endleſs Day. 90 
Yet e ex again thou reach thy native Skies, 

Diſcloſe this Secret, bid thy Friend be wile ; 

Teach me while Being laſts, at Eaſe to be, 

Surpaſſing Man, as I reſemble thee. 


P. O hold my Friend, thy frantick Fancy draws 95 
A faultleſs Monſter in thy fond Applauſe. 


P- is but Man, a Creature weak and vain, 


-Diſturb'd by Paſſions, and diſtreſs d by Pain; 


Low, ſinking, broke, who his own Errors knows, 


And thence alone his ſeeming Science flows. 100 
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True Knowledge we from Ignorance muſt ſeek, 


He's only ſtrong, that does not ſhew he's weak: 

From Caution wiſe, in Thought, in Act, in Talk, 

As Children in their Go-carts ſeem to walk. 

Through Life's rough Paſſage, rough at leaſt tro me, 105 
He who ſeeks Eaſe, muſt think as well as ſee. 
Obſerving all Things, ſoon this Truth he'll learn, 
There's nothing ſtrange to ſuch as can diſcern. | 
Some Things from Books, much more from Men we know, 
Judge thence what has been, may again be ſo. 110 
If then it comes, and the Event be ill, 

Our Foreſight ſerves to aid our Patience ſtill. 

Saves the firſt Shock, prevents the Stroke of Grief, 


And gives us Time to meditate Relief. 


Diſcord's my Bane. I fall the Prey of Fools, 115 
And die by Rule -- or by Neglect of Rules. 
What matters which? For when the Man's once dead, 


By Leaden Bullet, or by Leaden Head, 
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The Caſe is one; and ſince the Thing muſt be, 


Let it hurt thoſe it ought==- it cannot me. 120 


W. All own it hard if Men are ſlain by Brutes, 
Then harder ſure---a Wit--- by Fools Diſputes. 


P. Why that I grant---But then you'll own I hope 
'The World's deſtroy'd by what has murder'd P. 
By Diſcord, Empires to their Ends have come, 125 
Abroad it ruins, and diſtracts at Home. 

An Age of Diſcord this, a ſpreading Peſt, 

By which---one Poet died among the reſt. 

Is there aught ſtrange in this? extend the Scene, 
Survey the Ravage, and be then ſerene. 130 
By Time and Reaſon ev'ry Fear's deſtroy'd, 


And Ills are born, that Wiſdom can't ayoid. 


Auſtria and Bourbon are the Magic Sounds, 


That thro' whole Ages Europe's Peace confounds; 


Sul- 


by ww SS a _ 


120 


125 


130 


j uſ- 


„ 


Suſpends the Progreſs both of Arts and Trade, 135 


(Such ſtrange Reſpect to ancient Whims are paid) 

For theſe ev'n diſtant Nations move to War, 

And Fleets and Armies travel trom afar. 

Thus Greece and Troy once fondly ſought Applauſe, 
From ten Years Bloodſhed in as good a Cauſe. Þ 140 
Nor let that Cauſe to them become a Jeſt, 

Who aid a Woman's Pride or tricking Prieſt. 

Would they think right, they'd ſoon decide their Fates, 
And hold the Balance, not become the Weights - 

Unite the Cauſe of Liberty to crown, 145 


And teach thoſe haughty Powers to know their own. 


But while we thus conſent to feed their Pride, 
And Nations ſtill are rang'd on either Side, 
The Arts of Peace, the Fruits of Trade are loſt, 
And Tyrants ſtruggle on at Freemens Coſt; 1. 50 
THh' induſtrious toil that they may Taxes pay, 
And headftrong S---- waſte their Wealth away. 
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Their Senates, ſolemn Shews, to keep Things fair, 


The many murmur, and the few deſpair; 


'Th' angry Quacks, in thoſe great Powers I ſpy, 155 
And the poor fainting, breathleſs Nation--- I. 


Ask you what Cauſe this Conduct can create, 
The Doctors differ that direct the ---, 
Craterus wild as 7 — rules and raves, 
A Slave himſelf, yet proud of making Slaves; 160 
Fondly believing, that his mighty Parts 
Can guide all Councils, and command all Hearts; 
Give Shape and Colour to diſcordant Things, 
Hide Fraud in M and Fear in | 
Preſuming on his Power, ſuch Schemes he draws 165 
For bribing Iron, and giving Europe Laws, 
Thar Camps and Fleets and Treaties fill the News, 


And Succours unobtain'd and unaccompliſh'd Views. 


Like ſolemn B grave Plumboſus acts, 


He thinks in Method, argues all from Facts; 170 
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Warm in his Temper, yet affecting Ice, 
Proteſts his Candour, er he gives Advice. 
Hints he diſproves, the Schemes he recommends, 
And courts his Foes, and hardly courts his Friends. 
Is fond of Power, and yet concern'd for Fame 175 
From different Parties would Dependents claim; 
Declares for War, but in an aukward Way, 
Loves Peace at Heart, which he's afraid to ſay. 
His Head perplex d, although his Hands are pure, 


An honeſt Man, but not a Hero ſure. 180 


V. Such mighty Conflicts roſe in Days of Vore, 
From 'Thirſt of Empire, and the Dread of Power; 
When the Grcek States oppos d the Per/jan Pride, 

And Providence ſuftain'd the juſter Side ; 
Yet long the Balance held, and long we ſee 185 
The Perſians powerful, and the Grecians free. 


But in the End the Macedonian Hate, 


Or rather Fraud, ſubverted either State; 


This 
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This meaneſt, proudeſt, pooreſt Power in Greece, 
Did by the Aid ſhe begg'd, ſo much increaſe, 190 
That as her Pride ſtill wich her Grandeur grew, 


Perſia and Greece her Forces overchrew. 


In Courts the Power of Diſcord well you've ſhewn, 
For when were Courts without it's Influence known? 
Auguſtus, Monarch of diſtinguiſh'd Fame, 195 
Could no Exemption from her Empire claim; 

In Power and Title, tho' the Lord of Rome, 

Abroad were Murmurs, Diſcontent at Home; 
Obſequious Senates, Lords a fawning Train, 

Scarce ſooth'd his Paſſions, or compos'd his Pain; 200 
A doubtfull Title, a fallacious Spouſe, 

His Favourites jarring, his divided Houſe, 

Varro's Miſcarriage, twenty Things like theſe, 


Made Power a Plague, and Empire a Diſeaſe. 


Save me, ſweet Heaven, in ſome deep Solitude, 205 


From Diſcord's Storms and baſe Ingratitude; 


There 
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There will J ftrive to live from Paſſions free, 


And practiſe all that I have learnt from thee. 


P. 'Think not in Courts alone, that Diſcord reigns, 
In Cottages ſhe dwells, and haunts the Swains, 210 
And ranc'rous Hate and fell Revenge they know, 

With all the Plagnes that trom her Influence flow. 

In Camps, o'er Fleets, ſhe ſpreads her odious Sway, 
And rougheſt Tempers her harſh Rule obey ; 

Forſake that Freedom which their Life requires, 21 5 
Forget that Honour which their State inſpires ; 
Forego that Plainneſs which they ſo much boaſt, 

And learn the Manners they deſpiſe the moſt; 


Fawn, cringe, diſſemble, ſlight the King and State, 
Nay play the Coward to hurt the Man they hate. 220 
This Truth who doubts? Il with him to the Main, 


T—— and B-— there we meet again. 


In Macro view an all ſufficient Pride, 
Vain of himſelf, deſpiſing all beſide; 
Hig 
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His Avarice hotter than the Indian Clime, 


Diſgrac'd the Actions of his Manly Prime; 


An Exile thro the frozen Zone he roves, 

There with like Raptures ſtill himſelf he loves; 
Too vain to court Employment in Diſgrace, 
Too proud to uſe his Fortune well in Place; 


Always diſlik' d, in ſome unhappy Hour 


Himſelf Craterus rais'd, and him to Power; * 


Still haſty, haughty, headſtrong, ev'n in Years, 
His Vanity in its full Orb appears, 
And rais'd, unlucky Omen for the State, 


In Laleo's Boſom unrelenting Hate. 


Labeo, of moderate Parts, of Paſſions ſtrong, 
Who ſeldom did, and ne'er could ſuffer wrong, 
A Genius ſuiting well with his Degree, 

Rough as the Wind, and faichleſs as the Sea? 
Dark in his Conduct, full of deep hid Guile, 


And always angry when he wore a Smile; 
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By Macro brow- beat, bears the Inſult well, 


And hides th' Affront his Pride forbids to tell: 

Vet to revenge the Wrong he had receiv'd, 245 
Let B—— ſuffer, and brave — — bleed. 

His Temper check d to give his Paſſion Courſe, 

By Nature bold, he acts the Coward by Force. 

Not ſo the reſt who his Example plead, 250 
Not C——s by Accident, bur C— s indeed. 


Such Ills in higher Life if Diſcord cauſe, 
As fad Effects in meaner States ſhe draws. 
To Want, whole Families ſhe often leads, 
Or Friend by Friend at her Perſw aſion bleeds. 
Where-e'er ſhe enters, Quiet flies the Place, 255 
And Joy and Mirth and every ſocial Grace, 
Diſpute and Anger, Rage and Envy meet, 
Where-c'er this odious Fury ſers her Feet : 
Hawk-ey'd Suſpicion, ever trembling Fear, ; 


And murd'rous Hate attend her in the Rear; 260 
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Happy for Men this Scene did Fancy draw, 


Or chat we painted ſtronger than we ſaw. 


V. Immur'd with Books, in Learning's humble Cells, 
Diſcord ſure never, or but ſeldom dwells, 264 
The Learn d ſeek Truth, and each ſhould wiſh the Way 
Open to all, that none might ever ſtray. 

Bur kindred Studies moſt ſhould Souls unite, 


The Band of Love, where the ſame Truths delight, 


Whence then the jarring Factions of the Schools, 
This Rage againſt this bigot Zeal for Rules; 270 
Why with ſuch Spleen each others Conduct ſcan, 


Why love his Knowledge, and yet hate the Man? 
So common theſe, and yet ſuch odious rhings, 


Who can explore whence this Diflention ſprings ? 


P. Alas, too candid Critick! you miſtake 275 


The Viewsof Men, which from themſelves you take; 


Truth 
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Truth is a Juno, all pretend to woe, 
And many boaſt that they poſſeſs her too; 
vet if you cloſely view the learned Crowd, 
Inſtead of Juno, each Man hugs his Cloud. 280 
For Fame ſome ſtudy, ſome again for Bread, 
One Writing loves, and one would ne'er be read: 
Theſe various Ends eternal Strife create, 


And till the more they learn, the more they hate. 


But thoſe hate moſt, who follow the ſame Dame, 285 
As Sportſmen croſſing, ſpoil each other's Game; 
In Lovers what excites ſuch frantick Rage, 
Where the ſame Object does their Thoughts engage? 
What prompts in rival Courtiers ſo much Spleen ? 
In College Quarrels why ſuch Rancour ſeen? 290 
Self-Love miſtaken is the Source of all, 
Self-Love in Life the Honey and the Gall; 
And hence Diſputes, which ſhould the 'Truth decide, 


Throw Shame on one, and {well another's Pride. 
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Ev'n I, who thus the ſecret Source expoſe, 
Whence this black Torrent of Diſſention flows, 
Have felt its Power, confeſt it in my Lines, 
Where Malice often more than Genius ſhines; 
Vex'd at ſome Trifle, I the War began, 

And when once libell'd, neer forgave the Man, 
Becauſe he lik'd ſome other Lays than mine, 
Affected Verſe without the Power to ſhine; 
Did ſomething that I did not like commend, 
Diticr'd with me, or differ d with my Friend. 


But grant me Right by Reaſon's ſtricteſt Rules, 
This gave no Power of perſecuting Fools; 
True Taſte my Miſtreſs,----ſhall I ſtrait declare 
Fox Dulcinea a Don Onixote War. 

Or it I do, what Law more juſt than it, 

Which puniſh'd Wit ill-uſed, by Want of Wit. 
Dunces rejoice, forgive Offences paſt, 


7 the Dunce has done your Work at laſt. 


295 


300 


305 


310 


295 


300 


39s 


310 


